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WELCOME AUTUMN.
J| BY MATTHEW LANG.

Summer days, He getswiseMelting-hot, Days are cool.
Get no praise. Naught of praise
Best forgot. Do IsaySummermaid, Summer (lays,
Oh, beware! On your way.

I've been played No regrets
Most unfair. Follow thee;

Summer days? Cupid's debts
Darn the heat! Paid and free.

Cupid's plays? Hateful time
Just a cheat! Of deceit

jrieii'iy rui iviusi summits.

Always writ; Cupid's cheat.
What is not Sing me no
Just is it. Summer lays!

Give me days Stop the flow
Cool and fair; Of their praise!

Golden haze, I'm content
Winelike air. Thus to rhyme

Days of light, Opulent
When the sun Autumn time.

Doesn't smite And I raise
Luckless one. Song- to saySummererles Summer days,
"Man's a fool!" On your way!

TALES OF rom
\By Tom

A Cheap Racket.
tr I ET us," said Whittler, "now that the

I cook has left, go down town and get
L_an inexneneive meal."

Mrs. Whittler yawned.
"I'd rather get a bite at home," she said.

"I don't feel a bit hungry."
"Well," said her husband, "neither do I,

but the change will do us good. We'll get
some"
"All I want is some cold tongue and a cup

of tea."
"And all I want is a sandwich and a cup

of coffee. How would it do for us to walk?"
* The Whittlers lived some fifteen blocks

from the restaurant district, and this proposalseemed to please Mrs. Whittler.
"Just the thing," she replied. In a momenc

she had donned her pongee coat, and in the
glimmer ana gieam 01 mtj ia.ie aneniuun

they strolled off down the principal avenue.
"This idea," said Whittler, as he sniffed

the air, "of blowing in ail your good money
on food I never could understand. I believe
in having enough, of course, but New Yorkers.indeed,all Americans.eat too much."
"Yes, I suppose that's so," said Mrs.

Whittler, contemplatively. "I think I'll
change my mind about that tongue and have

< lobster salad."
"That hits me, too," said Whittler, as he

swung his stick and walked briskly by her
side. "I don't know but a little lobster salad
and, say, a bottle of beer, would be a good
idea."
"Beer or ale?" said Mrs. Whittler, insinuatingly.The fine, bracing air, even if it was

city air, was doing her good.
"Well, ale," said Whittler. "I always feel

as though I was getting more for my money
when I order ale."
"That's so."
They walked on for several blocks in

< silence. Pretty soon they came to a fashionablerestaurant.a couple of blocks above the
one they were going to. In the window the
people were sitting at the tables doing what
the majority of people like to do better than
anything else except love making.stuffing
themselves. Mrs. Whittler took her husband'sarm.
"I don't know," she said, "but I'll change

my mind about that salad. Perhaps"
Her husband turned and looked her sternly

in the eye.
"My dear," he said half savagely, "suppose

you leave that part to me."
They entered the regtaurant they were

bound for. The head waiter seated them at
a table. The waiter deferentially placed the
bill of fare in front of Whittler.

V Whittler picked it up firmly and authoritatively.
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A. fvild shape flies through the Jersey ni,
» With buzz and whir and roar}Stf A~.i~ £-.1 Lj.tj

^* otfiV 4/1 tfW/U(
Tfca/ pulses and glows tvith a ghostly li
^ As s/ie //fes forcoermOrt I
It was a cnauffeur, pale and lean,
An ancient man and wise.

Of grime he reeked and gasolene;
Behind his goggles' greenish sheei
Glittered his sunken eyes.

His skinny Hands both gripped my
, As though a steering wheel,

His voice was hoarse and strangely
Like warning croak of eerie horr
From ghostly autospiel.

"Oh, say," quoth he, "I know my u
From A down unto Z;

There was no auto ever made
I knew not. But I was afraid
At last, as you will see.

"But say, the record aid I break
From Paris to Berlin!

Twas ninety miles an hour we ms
So fast the breath was hard to takeAndme? I sit and arin I

'"Well, so I came across the sea
To smash the records here.

Than I no greater 'chauf could be,
Some good, but for the artist, me I

I serve a millionnairel

"The Yankee is a swift, swift song.
Are all insane for speed;

\ You often hurry some things wrom) And hurry into graves ere long.
With Satan in- the lead

"This millionnaire was quite distrai
No one could satisfy

He cast aside each auto bought,
Ana none couia reacn tne speed He s<
Indeed, he wished to fly!

"Alas! it was an evil hour.
> We buy the great machine.

She was a hundred horses power,
The magnate paid a prince's dower
Oh, say! She was a dreaml

"Aha! The millionnaire did leap,
And laugh, and pat her wh6el.
Chauffeur!' he cried, 'all others ere

uu,

SUNFLOWE
Beats the world.hail.

The hello girl will no doubt be the first t<
arise at Gabriel's trump. She is so used t<
being called up.

You inquire, Artie, if there is really an;
difference between an ice house and an ic<
plant. You say, "They both hold frozei
water, don't they?" Yes, but in one th
Water's frozen before it goes; in the other il
goes before it's frozen.

The popular comedian doesn't have to be ;

lumber dealer, though he may be a claj
bored man.

If a man is a chronic kicker it shows ii
his countenance, and he grows uglier ever;
day. Look at the frog. Isn't he ugly? An<
he's always kicking about the water he is in

Befor^the money lender causes city bond:
to float he should see the tax roll.

An interesting lay figure.the price of eggs

Mr. Beazle.What kind o' hawgs do yoi
all think is best to raise?
Mr. Feazle.I don't claim to know hardly

/ AND COUNTRY.
Massort.
"Bring us," he said, "two Little Necl

clams, green turtle soup, broiled chicken anc

asparagus, tomatcr and lettuce salad, ic<
cream, gargonzola cheese and crackers, demi
tasse and a large cold quart of Bumm'f
champagne, and hurry it up. We are starvec
to death." And then it was that Mrs. Whittierleaned over and whispered:.
"You angel!"

He Waited
((\\ /ILL you give me a kiss?" he asked.
\\/ "Certainly not!" she replied.VV It was in the old back parlor,

wuere wie siiauows deepen ana 10S
themselves in the abysses of the old mahoganyfurniture, and they were, of course
alone. But he thought to himself afterward
that perhaps they were too much alone, anc
maybe after all her family was too near anc
she had that natural timidity in which on<
might feel enveloped in the rigidity of s
home atmosphere.
And so, on a later day, as they walkec

down a quiet country lane, with the heal
rising in spirals in the distance and the
busy bees humming over the heavy lader
blossoms, with no one in sight, he turnec
again to her softly and said:.
"Will you give me a kiss."
"Most assuredly not, sir," she replied, toss

ing her beautiful head in the warm suihmei
breeze.
Discomfited but not discouraged, he argued

to himself that after all the time an'd th(
place might not have been so propitious as
he thought it was. Perhaps the day, aftei
all, was too bright. So he waited again unti
one star spangled evening hung over then:
and the golden moon seemed to bid him tak<
courage, as they rocked side by side on th<
silent piazza. And once more he whispered
gently:.
"Will you.will you give me a kiss?"
And the answer came back, sudden anc

sure:.

"No, sir!" while he, in the semi-darkness,
seemed to feel the sudden flush that envelopedh'er cheek.
They had been good friends, he argued

for mingled with his love for her was this
touch of friendship that made him hesitate
yet still persistent. Surely, he said to himself.she was too obdurate. And then, in
anger at himself, he did not stop to consider,
but the next afternoon, behind a broad
sheltering rock, in the broad light of day
with no mood of time and place to aid him,
he turned swiftly and, drawing her to him,
without asking, he kissed her surely and Inevitablyfull on the lips. And the girl said:.
"Oh, how could you! Please do it again!"
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aU We'll maKe 6 record whil<
This Is an automobile I'

"Wen, soi we took her tli
, Across the Jersey side.

9ht The auto soon did know Its
It thrilled to feel her strain
To start that awful ridel

"Aha I We found the road,
We let her have the head

She leaped right upward ii
11 Of smoke and flame and wl

I gave me up for dead I

arm- "When we came down and
She gave a mighty springworn» The demons in her in'ards

They roared and chugged
blowed,

But I did pray and cling!
"The night rushed by us stn
The devil underneath,

Unchained, was leaping In
Our steed was like a demon
With hit between the teetl

"Aha! We're mostly in the
Just touched the highest p

Ah, you should see the milli
He laughed and chuckled gt
He scared me with his fac

"We.eut the night on demor
With whir and groan an<

'More .speed!' at me his voice
'We'll break the record with
If takes till Judgment Day I

"Aha! We climb the one In
And down the slope we ric

Ride, do I say? But, rather.
The auto she is like a ball
And rolls upon her side'

ight,
"And I hit something with
Some million sparks I see.

jught. Pouf 1 Bang! The auto quit
Went up in smoke! Left wa
All that remains is me!

" But still there flies through the
With buzz and tvhir and roar,

A phantom machine.an avvesom
wmcn pulses ana glows with a
As she flies forever more.

or, ROBERT DA
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5AHLES Fi?07
which is the best make o' hawgs. In fact, I
don't know hawgs very well, except 'long

3 bout hawg killin' time. Then when the wa0ter's hot an' I hev the, righ't kind of a knife
I frekently scrape up an acquaintance. An'
that makes me think. Then's the time o'

\ year when we hev spar ribs an' back bones.
1

the only time I ever do any backbitin'."
0 Sultan.How did you have those cakes prepared?

Chief Butler.Had 'em fried in lard.
t Sultan.Ugh! Take them away. Haven't

p I told you time and again how I dread an

upheaval from Greece?

-j The man who carries heavy life insurance
on the srnuity plan gets so old at a bargain.

The funny jokes may oft be punny,
But punny jokes may not be funnxMan
wants but little here below; thinks he

wants a whole lot and generally gets it
when he dies.or r>art of it.unless he in
drowned or cremated.

i

No, Artie, you are a little off again. Genieral Winfleld Scott did tan the enemy during
the Mexican War, but when the enemy retreated,that was not the Dred Scott act.

When Sodom and Gomorrah were de'stroyed there was only one Lot left.

Engagement rings.the din of battle.

Don't call a boy a calf. He may
Draw off and swat you one;

And yet you may in safety say,
"You are a bully's son."

| Berne, Kan., was destroyed a few years
ago by fire stlrted from a drunken man's
pipe in a hay mow. Among the puns, cheap
and expensive, indulged in by the newsDaDershere is one:."The man who smoked
In Berne now burns In smoke."

There is a B in every bonnet.in fact,
that's where the whole thing starts.

s The lemonade vender who put up the sign
"Stick to a friend," soon took it down. His

^ Caleg

'/Ĵ ^^
Sir Lancelot.What do you th
The Widow.Well, it is awkv

cat show.
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hit the road

stowed(Iand puffed and
^

m

sakea -witn fire,

im and glares.

he'd King. ^
this thing ^ ^

my face! '' ^
the race;
s no trace,

VI KANSAS: &
friends each wanted a "stick," and their I
name was legion. 1

r

There is n.o claim at all, at all.
That Eve and Adam, ere the fall
Had pride and vanity and such.
At least, they didn't put on much.

Yes, Artie, if I were organizing a dog show
1 should select my dog star from among the
Skyes.

If your trousers are too large, with more
room inside than you need, you can easily
rent out the seat.

Backward, turn backward, O time, in your
flight,

Make me a child again, ju^t out of sight
And hearing of him who with vulgar gurfaw
Still laughs at the jokes about mothers-in,law.
Of course the elderly spinster wishes it

understood that she has led a chased life.

Mr. Beazle.Ain't your son Bui never goin'
to take a wife?
Mr. Teazle.Nary time. He may take some

girl fer a wife, but I've alius told him not to
take a wife. Her husband might shoot 'im. s

Gi me a chaw terbacker.

In Kansas you never miss the lager till
the town goes dry.
The old fashioned cotillons and quadrilles

were considered far less harmful than the
modern round dance, with hugging accompaniment.The fellows were then compelled
to act on the square.

Longevity gaining ground? Yes; 'tis plain i

to be seen the old do not dye as they used |
IU uu.

The peculiarly ethereal expression you ob- ^
served, Preston, in the countenance of the
fresh cow was caused by her being in the p
milky way. h

Smutty stories found in a tenement are ^usually of a high order.

"I presume," said Professor Quillbury, c

"that if the disciple of Darwin were offered

oricaL t
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ink of the divorce question? «

vard to meet six husbands in one a

tj

J

r C. McCONNELL,
' Ha! Man of HoLton
lis choice between the key to fame and the
ley to fortune, he would naturally take the
nonk key.
Reflection of a bachelor:. r

I've heard much comment, madam,
From our neighbors all, '

Upon your bouncing baby v

And his bouncing bawl. '

Holton has an exceedingly modest girl who
s learning to draw. She called a man into e

ier studio and asked his advice. "Here,"
ihe said, "I've drawn a dog, all but the er.
:r.the conclusion. Would you make that
imooth, sharp and pointed, or nice and 1

jushy?"
After giving his opinion the man said:.
'That reminds me of the time I used to ^
iabble some in tl^e drawing art myself. I r
indertook once to draw a dog unconscious- v
y.that is, the dog was unconscious of my
iresence. I had arrived a't the same point
fou have, and was pondering as you are §
loing, when my model suddenly discovered d
ny presence, and I didn't have time to draw r

iny conclusion at all. In fact, the dog drew 1
lis own conclusion and I.I.well, I drew six 8
veeks' indemnification from an nfrirtpnt c

lociation in which I was insured." o

MOSQUITO FA
By Fulzuel

Squaring the Circle.
rvNCE upon a time a man entered the cir- ®

Icle of practical politics, with the. Arm £^/determination to be a reformer and be
perfectly square in all that he did, and ^

legan looking for a lucrative office.
He soon found that to accomplish his puriosehe had to make promises that he knew
e could never fulfil, and had to give his
id to questionable proceedings in order to /
btain requisite influence. |
Moral:.You can not square the political
ircle. .

« i

Timber C.riiiricm. n
9 il

3NCE upon a time an ambitious theatricalmanager paid a large price for a n

play, and at a great expense prepared r
it for production on the stage.

On the opening night he was very anxious v
ideed, and with palpitating heart watched
or the first evidence of its effect on the audince.
There was quite a suspense, and then the
nxious manager saw that the play did not /
leet with the approval of the gallery gods, y
le tried to win their favorable criticism, but
ould not, and, the rest of the house taking
:s cue from the gallery, the play was an abolutefailure and had to be withdrawn at a

reat loss. ''

Moral:.The most potent criticism comes Sl

om the higher circles.
u

Man and His Fall. w

3NCE upon a time there was a young
bachelor who fell into bad habits, then ir
fell into a fortune and finally fell in love
and was married in the fall.

Moral..When a man begins to fall there is
o telling to what depths he will descend.

He Was Prejudiced.
JNCE upon a time a young man who was

anxious to play the races called on a

man of experience for advice, and got it.
"Do not bet on horses," he said. "If

ou want to invest a dollar buy a bag, put &

larpened nail in the end of a stick, go and
ick rags, and at the end of the year you
ill have more money than if you put tht
loney on a horse race."
"You are prejudiced," answered the younjr
ian.
"Perhaps I am," was the reply, "but my
dvice is good, just the same. After taking
ps, my money and all of the money of my

A
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CONDENSED NOVELBYEDWIN J. WEBSTER.

v /| Y publishers have been urging me to

j*/1 condense my stories; not to go so
I much into details, simply to suggest
things and leave 'the rest to the

eader," said the struggling young author.
'And now," he added, in tones of placid
riumph."now I have written something
ehich I know will appeal to them. It is in
hree chapters.

CHAPTER I.
"Ha!" exclaimed the villain, in tones of
xultant villainy.

CHAPTER II.
"Ho!" thundered the hero, in tones of heoicbravery.

CHAPTER III.
"Hee, hee!" thrilled the lovely heroine, in

lulcet tones, in which were combined adnirationfor the brave hero and horror of the
illain and his villainy.

"In these few words," continued the strugglingyoung author, exultantly, "are conlensedcrime, virtue and love; the interningledpathos and tragedy of three lives,
'here is no burden of detail nor lack of sugrestiveness.I don't see how my great work
an fail to lead the six best selling books

jl wio jr cax .

IBLE-FLIGHTS.
7 Wise.
riends that I could get, and betting it on
lorses that were sometimes fast and more
ften slow, I am an old man without a dollar
md with plenty of debts. Now you have a

ip from a man who knows the races."
Moral..Experience produces race prejulice.

Benedick and Quiet,
r-\NCB upon a time Venus, Oupid ~nd

1 Hymen held a meeting to consider tihe
affairs of mortals, and after some deliberationunanimously adopted tihe

ollowing resolution:.
Whereas the gode owe something to the
ien oif earth who assume the resiponsibil:iesof marriage; therefore,
Be it resolved, That hereafter the cerelonyof marriage between mortals be, as a

ule, a "quiet" affair, rite or function.
Moral:-nMjst married men are blessed
nm uue qui»L <iay.

Necessity for Regrets.
3NCE upon a time, on a winter morning,

a tramp in the neighborhood of the
"Four Hundred " was going from house
to house seeking a breakfast.

At the first house he was invited to clean
ie snow from the front walk as a condition
recedent to the desired meal. He turned
orrowfully from the door and called at the
ext house, where he had to face a similar
ivitation. So it went from house to house
ntil the tramp selected a breakfasting place
'here the snow had been removed.
Moral:.Persons who move In the circle of
ie "Four Hundred" have to deeline many
ivitations.

In the Gloaming»
She shuddered when ho offered her
Some spare rib sweet and tender,

And tremors ran throughout her form
So delicate and slender.

"I really could not eat it,
'Twould be too realistic;

My Mother Eve a spare rib was,
I am not Cann'balistic!"

"And must I then eschew all Ham?"
He cried with some caloric,

"Because an actor man I am,
And say, 'Alas, poor Yorick?' "

The maiden smiled to see his heat,
And gently took the rakin',

"Your Shakespeare reference's 'meat,'
We'll compromise on Bacon."

H. W. R.
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